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STORY
I TQM BRENT, HIKER

¦y Lilacs Montgomery Mltohtll
ATHLEEN IRWIN opened ber

jj£jffjr««'»aiid saw the brilliant
.tunshine, She smiled and said'

vto her sister, who was already(¦dressing:|Erf^fao!her loreljr day sis."
I And quite as suddenly as her
Wac« had wrsathod Itself In smiles

. the mouth (ell into a straight line.
ByIt was Easter! Easter Sunday nnd
ftj tie,Hiking Club would go as usual
ffc'o the woods with a packed lunch-
Iwtjoni Every other Sunday Kathleen
jft nad been Joyous over the prospect
I ol a day In the woods after the
* lent week standing at the music
; counter suggesting this song or
te' thaf. rolling couutless little rolls
| of shiet muilc. taking countless

numbers of nlckles and pennies.
If >But ever}' other Sunday hud been
S oifly a coraon Sunday, so lo spenk.
m Byary other Sunday she lad put.5' fresh, white collars snd cuffs on
fcther tricotlne frock and had freshlyglasid her fur choker so that Itfc gleamed like new .aftor Its water
f bath and brushing and she had
E@2!*Js" we" 0(t *" any girl In the

v Tonl Bron' had evidentlyfei thought that she looked nlcor than
(S *oy oT the other girls, for he. as
I hiker In chief," as he proudly called

after ht had been clioaen
|f "«der for ths subsequent lislf¦.year Sad so far chosen Kathleen
¥ every time to hike with him andfclead the rest.
¦(" And how It was Easter Sundav;¦¦Tie'day that every one else In the
¦hJId would have new clothes, s

suit probably, new gloves, new
S&i?* shoes new hat, new every-1
5 thing. And Kathleen alone was the
IjEjexceptlon. she knew that Myra

El is* girl who sold music albums
4 serosa the aisle from her. had a
K new suit. It was a blue tricotlne
KMth an open front filled In withTsoft lace ruffles.

Her hat was laffola with silk
'¦^.ruffles. shoes were strapped£ "'"a with wonderful heels justlike the ones In the rotogravure(Miction of the Sunday paper. Kath-
BSaeen cOnld have drawn with great
pabcuracy this outfit, for Myra had
IjfOId her about It In great deUli
¦ serary time there was a slack mo-
EMent In the music department. To
ipe sure, Myra had had to get most
gef the things at a timo-payment
r; house, but. after all, what did that

v jjnattsr? There was nevor enough
inoney to go around anyhow, and

['. -what difference did it make where
5 It was paid over?

Sifi.Jtto the moment Kathleen re-
Sjffretted her desire to keep her bills
:: all paid. Myra had already boon
3..;(casting friendly eyes upon the tall
BkTom Brent. Men loved goodfejWIothas, reflected Kathleen. There
E'.'.was no reason to suppose that Tom
^ Brent was any exception to tho
? rule.

Kathleen was late at the meet-
Tlng of the Hikers at 2o'clock. As

7.:phe slipped In at the roar of ths
*' procession which was on Its way to
v: the railroad station which would
' take them to Hubbard's Woods.

:. ¦.where they would start the long
'walk it seemed lo her that everyv member o( the club and everv one

KUjWho had ever been Invited to be-
£».) come a member must have turned
5 !,(out on this beautiful Easter Sun-
f day to show all of the new clothes
f that had been acquired In the past

law weeks.
£. ;.: She saw Horn Brent look about
Bj. Elm several times snd then glance

at his watch but she kept well out
g .'of sight. Ho might fee) that he
fv ought to ask her to accompany him
jj,. today, merely because he had done
SJ.. so every other Sunday and she did
gi not want to shame him by her old
S" winter coat that looked so out of
I Sjailaco In the brilliant sunshine.
I, In the train she saw him start
V through several times, evidently In
B&^search of some one hut each time
I he was stopped by questions as to
Barroute or tfekets or time of return.

was < o'clock In Hubbard's
¦MiVoods when the aun covered Its
¦j3*ce.the clourfs that liursl In-
I Utantly and covered the hikers
t*V,w4th rain. Myra who was walking
Sgfoear Kathleen, stopped short.
KK : "What shall 1 do?" she cried In

dismay. "Oh, Kathleen, you havu
J; only your old tricotlne on. Can't
p , you let ma take your coat to cover
SElup my new suit?"
Kv>,' Kathleen was already unbutton-
* tr flng the qoat whon the voice of Tom
f>! Brent cut in, "Miss Erlckson, you
fT ough to bring proper wraps. I'm

sorry, but Kathleen needs her coat
6 herself.' Come on Kathleen, I've
F been looking all over for you ever

since we stsirted. What was the
big idea, sneaking along here at
the end? And ther. she found hsr-
self being swept along toward the
head of the procession.
'"But I didn't have anything new

to waar." 'she was saying as thev
turned Into the entrance of the
house where Kathleen and her sis.
tar lived that evening "and 1
dWn'fwant."
"That's Just what 1 loved about

J? ;you," cut in Tom Brent. "Hov
ridiculous it looks to wear high

» heels and silk ruffles on a hlklnx
* trip! Pretty clothes are all right

la theirfplacc, but nit hiking!"
." "But It I'd had them," said Kath-
lasn honestly, rising her very bluo
eyes to his. "I would have.worn
them." ; .

( ."Well If that's the case." grinned
"; Tom Brent his hands in the pock¬
ets ot: his coat, "you really need

Vi somebody to.er.well to take
'care of-you."

Kathleen, whose eyes had been
-tipon his hut an Instant before,

i now looked out 'ot the door.
Voa sea, Katy" said Tom Brent

fijiilcily, "we've been taking hikes
together for a long time now. Whv
flOt'keop'it tip and hke right thruih
."e to'gsth.r?""

- me. I hope you haven't
d;" said Kathleen irrel-

6vtnUj. ;.
And that night as Kathleen and

staking down their
ened dreamily :o
"Well, another

^;tho ven' love-!
bleeu- mur- -

SISTER MARY'S
KITCHEN

C«»7rl*fcU ifjj, Tk« Wnt VliftnUft.

It you would makt to old-fash¬
ioned strawberry shortcake lor
two and not have mors left over
than was used follow this rule:
Strawberry Shorteake for Two
One pint berries, 2-3 cup flour, 2

dessertspoons butter. 1-8 teaspooualt, 1 teaspoon baking powder,
1-2 teaspoon sugar, cold water.
Mix and sift flour, salt, baking

powder and sugar. Rub In butter
with tips of fingers. Add water
slowly, cutting It Into flour with a
knife. The dough should ha just
stiff enough to roll on a well flout¬
ed board with a wall floured roll-
Ins pin.
Divide in equal parts to roll. Roll

one half about 1-2 Inch thick keep¬
ing the dough as.round as possible.
Put In small floured p!« pan.
Spread lightly with softened but¬
ter. noil the other half and fit
over the first in the pan. Bak<<
twenty minutes In a hot oven. Re¬
move from oven and split In halt
The light covering of butter

makes it much easier to split the
cake. Put tho lower half of the
cako on a big plate. Spread with
softened butler, cover .generously
with prepared berries. Put on the
other half, cover with moro berries
and serva with sugar and cream.

To Prepare Berries
Mull berries. Put in a colander

and set tho colander in a big pan
of cold water. The berries win
rise to the top of the water. Skim
out. remove colander from water
and put berries back In colander.
Wash through fresh water.

If you lift tho colander full of
berries from the water the berries
are crushed against each other.
Save three or four of the finest
berries to garnish the top of the
shortcake.. Put berrlea In a large
bowl. Sprinkle with sugar. Allow
about 1-2 cup sugar to a pint of
berries. Crush berries slightly
with a wooden potato masher.
Put the bowl In a pan of hot

water and let stand till ready to
serve the shortcake. Never split
and fill a shortcake till ready to
serve the shortcake. Never split
and fill a shortcake till ready to
serve it.

Sherteake for Four
One and one halt cups flour, 2

teaspoons baking powder, 3 des¬
sertspoons butter, 1 teaspoon
Bugar. 1-4 teaspoon salt, cold water
to make a soft dough.
The method of mixing la the

same. Oue solid pint of berries
can be stretched to serve four hut
serving of berries is a bit
"sclmpy."

instead of baking the cake 'in
one big pan, individual biscuits are
often made. Those are split and
prepared Just like the big short-
cako.Thore is less controversy
over the "biggest piece" and the
shortcake la easier to serve when
Individual cakes are made.
Whipped cream will "go" further

with shortcake than Plain cream.
Cream swells to one third Us bulk
whim whipped.
Shortcake is often made with

sponge cake instead of biscuit
dough. In this case whipped cream
Is always served and the berries
are not crushed.
Old-fashioned atrnwberry short¬

cake Is almost a whole meal in it¬
self. Use it as a luncheon dessert
or with a light dinner. Clear soup,
fish salad, brown bread and butter
old-fashioned strawberry short-
oake and coffee would make n,
nourishing meal for the average
person.

| LAUREL POINT |
Mrs. Glenn Henry and daughter

Margaret are visiting: the former'*
mother, Mrs. Fannie Berry at
Wyatt.

Clement Hildebrand was visithig
friends here last Sunday. »

Mrs. S. J. Stevens, who has been
ill for several days, is recovering.

Mrs. Nancy Barb spent a few
days with her son, Staudle Barb,
and family.

Glenn Henry was visiting rela
tiveB in River Bend last Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. .Tosephus Jone*
were the guests of their son, Oren
Jones, at the River Seam Coal Co.
last Saturday.
The Laurel Point. Schol will close

this afternoon with a community
dinner.

Mrs. Zoie Henry and son, Wayne/
and wife and Mrs. Hilpert of West
over were the guests of Mr. and
Mrs. J. C. Shafer a few days ago,

Mr. and Mrs. William Markley
entertained a number of young
folks In honor of their son, Hollto,
hi celebration of his fifteenth birth
day.
Benton Shafer was the week-end

guest of friends here.
Mrs. Stella Henry and son Ron

aid spent Sunday at the home of
Mr. and Mrs. Elroy Henry In Mor-
gantown.

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Jolllffe
have moved into one of the Del-
mar Coal Co. honses.

Mr. and Mrs. Harley Thompson
of Morgantown were visiting
friends hero last Sunday.
EVERT BIT OF DULLNESS

disappears with a Golden Glint
Shampoo..Adv.

"Ch«er up; I
hidn't a

feet"

I hadn't

ADVENT

EIDERDOWN MOUNTAIN

The toft turface of th» moun tain had cavtd In.
Nine;- and Nick bade the Squse-

dlllums goodby and started up the
Eiderdown Mountain. It wa> the
middle one of the Seven Moun¬
tain!.
"My!" laid Naney, looking all

around. "It'a all blue plush and
as soft as a pillow. This will be
an oasy mountain, Nick".
But no sooner had she spoken

than she disappeared. The soft
bluo surface of the mountaln had
caved In, like a snow drift doe>
when vou step on It, and closed
over the top of Nancy's head.
Nick stood stalk-still, not daring

to move or breathe scarrely for
fear of tolnp under, too! "Oh", hb
whispered. "Oh. oh. goodness!"
lie clutched the record tightly as
though It might save him.
Suddenly the magic paper Jump¬

ed out of his pocket and spread It¬
self out flat against the record.
Then 'he red feather pen lump¬

ed out of his other pocket and be¬
gan to'write on the paper.
"Turn around and run down the

[mountain the way you came,"
Cwrlrtt, tin, Tt

wrote the pen. "Nancy will come
up on top again In a minute, and
you must call to her to follow you.
Then with yourselves up to the
Weather Men's Star. Tell Mr.
Sprinkle Blow, the Weather Man.
to send a hard rain. When the
Eiderdown Mountain gets wet U
will go flat for It Is stuffed with
feathers. Wish yourselves back to
the tame apot and try It again."
When the magic p»n had ceased

writing It Jumped hack Into Nick's
pocket and tho magic paper fol¬
lowed.
Nick obeyed Instructions ana

ran down to the foot of the blue
plush mountain, which kept carina
in at every stey.
Relieved of Nick's weight the

mountain sprang Into place again,
and Nancy appeared. "My, I'm
nearly dead," she' coughed. "I
thought I was gone for sure."
"Come on down," called Nick.

"We can't cross the mountain till
It gets wet. Wo hare to see Mr.
Sprinkle Blow."

(To Be Continued.)
n Wtit Vtrcinlsa.

POLLY AND PAUL-AND PARIS
Br ZOE BUCKLEY

From the doctor's house Paul
rushed with the cry for Polly al¬
most aloud on his lips. Theu he
pulled htmsolf together and forced
bis numbed brain to work.to think
clearly and without panic.
He saw now his mistake In seek¬

ing her among crowds. She would
want to get away from people, from
the hot surging mob of merrymak
ers on the boulevards, the noise anil
jangle of bands and the sight or
dancing: . . . Where.where?
He looked about to gel his bear¬

ings. Below him the city lay in a
bed of soft gray mists, out of which
he could Just discern the stubby
spires of St. Sulplce rising from a
sea of slate-gray roofs, and the riv¬
er beyond, with its dozen bridges.
On one of the bridge foundation?

was the stone figure of a .soldier,
and when the river rose past his
feet people took It as a warning.
"The water Is to the kneos of thb

Zouavo!" "Ah.old Seine U threat¬
ening to drown the Zouave!" Polly
had been so Interested.

"Bless his atone heart!" she had
laughed. "He" knows the friendly
old river won't hurt him. Paul, It's
such a chummy river, the Seine,
isn't It? The way it ambles right
through the midst of everything.
markets, home dfetricts, business
sections, elegant gardens . every
tblng that belongs to the people, as
If It wanted to see everything that
goes on and have a share In It. I
love the river!"
He set off for the river walks

hope giving him new strength One
of his faithful friends, the taxis,
came along. He plunged %to It.
"The quays," he shouted to the
driver, "all along this side of the
river!" The man shrugged. These
mad Americans! Why should a
Bine man take an airing by the
.river at such an hour!

For a long time they drove, be¬
ginning down by Notre Dame,
whose gargoyles gazed mockingly
over the city, seeing all, telling
nothing . .

They came to the Pont Royal,
the br!Hge nearest to their home,
where Paul and Polly alwayi
stopped to watch the man selling
little glass dogs set on the flat
stone coping.
His heart gave a leap. ¦

Wasn't that a figure on the bridge?
A young and slender woman? His
girl! Polly! Polly, leaning on the
parapet facing the rising sun!
Paul never knew the details of it

.He had a vague sense of flingini
out of the cab and running.ot
snatching her In bis arms.ot her
tears on his face.ot incoherent
words and little sobs.of her ding
ing to him and his picking her up
.and somehow of their gettint-
back to the little flat.and Mmo.
Dubois coming up with coffee and
warm rolls.and wiping her eyes
.with her apron.and going out
.gain, closing the door softly.

"Is it.true, dear?" Paul whis¬
pered the words.

Polly nodded.whole hunches of
little nods.and hid her face In his
coat.

"Paul, let's promise each other
we'll never get into such a horrible
tangle again! If you see me get¬
ting queer and grumpy, just say
'RJver,' and that will remind me
ot the nightmare of last night and
I'll."
"But I never want to remind you

ot it. dearest-dear! I shall hold you
so close' that no nightmare will
have the ghost of a chance to get
you."

"I behaved like a fool." Polly's
voice was muffled by a coat lapel
and a necktie.
"Not you, darling. But I acted

like a brute and a barbarian."
Paul's words were blurred by s soft
cheek laid against his lips.
"Paul." after a slence.
"Yes, dear?"
"Would you accept as Invitation

from a lady?"
"Depends on the Invitation.sad

the lady."
"The Bastille Day ealebrailoa

Isn't over yet, Is It. dear?"

"Not by a lone shot. Tonight's
the biggest."
"Very well, then. I am the lady,

and the invitation 4s to spend the
evening on my private yacht. Lis*
ten . . Yon know those cun¬
ning little river boats that skitter
up and down the Seine in summer
time? I've always wanted to go on
one. Everybody looks so happy.

."But, dear, you're too tired. I
won't have you all frazzled and
frayed."
He took her in his arms again,

his heart acting with love of her,
and gentleness, and tenderness.
"You see, Paul," she wpnt on, "I

.I do love that old river. I can't
bear to have-a grim memory of It
in my heart

.
I'm happier todaythan I have . ever been. And I

want to.celebrate," she ended, a
smile breaking through the mist in
her eyes. "Do you accept the
lady's invitation?"
Paul accepted it. And he and

the lady, all rested and. fresh, and
dressed in her mauve organdie with
a floppy hat, had their boat ride on
the friendly river. And there were
girls and their sweethearts. And
fat old mammas and papas wtth
supper baskets and bottles of red
[wine. And families vrtth the dog
named Pic-Pic. And it all happened
just as Polly wanted. Only better,
For everybody seemed to smile a
her.
"Wasn't It a dear, lovely party?''

[she asked Paul sleepily as later
they jiggled up to the flat in the
tiny elevator.
"Best I was ever invited to!" was

the true response, as he unlocked
their door and snapped on the ligh..
"Hello. what's thte! A cable-

gram."
Polly pushed up to look, wonder-

ing. They .read it together, their
heads leaning close:
"Congratulation* on good work.

Return earliest convenience. Sims
& Brady."
They looked from the paper tc

each other.
"Do you realize, dear.it means

home."
"Yes, Paul. I realise it.and, oh,jhow good 'home' sounds!"

(To Be Continued.)
(Copyright, 1922.)

Just Try Tbit For
Dizzy Spells

"Tell all your customers," said
the discoverer, to Portney DrugCo., and all druggists, "to try one
bottle of Dare's Mentha Pepsin for
dizzy spells, nervousness, indiges¬
tion or any stomach trouble and
if anyone says that It Isn't the best
and quickest acting remedy he or
she ever used for any of these ail-
ments, return the money instantly.
Druggists everywhere guarantee
it."

Beginning Today at,
Osgood's Store

Pre-Easter Offering of
50 Silk Frocks

. at$18'75
SPLENDID Silk Frocks for Spring from our regular stock

which, in the process of re-grouping, have been substan¬
tially reduced. They were made to sell for quite a bit more.
they are values of far greater worth than this special price
ordinarily represents. So much for their quality.
These Frocks are beautiful exponents of authoritative fash¬
ioning. They are exquisitely made of Canton Crepe, Roshan-
ai'a Crepe, Soft Surface Satins and Silk Taffetas. They are
cleverly youthful and youthfully becoming. They include
navy, black andalso brighter colors in their range so that
practically any taste may easily be gratified. No two are
alike. So much for their style characteristics!
The quantity is limited to 50 of these Silk Frocks. We have
grouped them on one rack at this special price for your con¬
venient inspection. They are ready and awaiting your plea¬
sure. Will you have them at the saving price?

.a price much below
their real value

Fairmont
§LumUy

Grafton

Making the Most of an OpportunityDOINGS OF THE DUFFS
I KNOW 1'J.L HA\
TO SEND that!
BACK tomorrow
IHADTHE SATBi
OF SEEING HER I
almost POP OO

WHAT is THE PRICE
OF THIS HAT, MISS?

OH there'S THAT MI33VANSNIPP
that KNOCKED me- she
SAID WHEW I MARRIED fTWILBUR that IIP PROBABLVj
starveto DEATH- I'LL , \SHOW HE(* SOMETHING1, i

JUST CHARGE IT v

to MR.WILBue DUFI=
drexhl. apartmentSIXTV ,

DOLLARS' l'L\.take itAND
HAVE it sent.',


